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He dropped hints to Doris, but she tried to dismiss them. She was
unsuccessful. She began to wonder whether Paul actually was dem-
onstrating automobiles on all the nights he stayed out so late.
Paul's hours were long and irregular and fitted poorly with her
long hours. Doris rose at six o'clock in the morning and drove the
children to a cousin's house, a distance of twenty miles, before re-
porting to her secretarial job. She worked hard all day and was tired
by the long drives to deliver and pick up the youngsters, so tired she
was practically dead on her feet by the time she prepared an early
supper. After Paul ate and hurried off on his evening round of ap-
pointments, she and the children promptly went to bed. Until
Ralph Moore's hints made her uneasy, she had always been sound
asleep when Paul came in. But then she started waking up, no mat-
ter how quiet his entrance was. She would look at the clock and see
it was midnight or later.
She asked Paul why he could not get in by half-past ten, as he had
previously done. He explained he had several prospects working
the swing shift in aircraft plants. Once he did not arrive home until
6 A.M., just as Doris was getting up. He told her he had gone bowl-
ing with a bunch of the fellows, and then stopped in a bar with the
head of the sales crew and lost track of the time.
At this point Doris suggested that they stop seeing so much of
Florence and Ralph and see some of their other friends for a
change. Paul refused. Regularly each Saturday and Sunday Doris
continued to entertain Florence and her family and continued to
pretend the Bradleys and the Moores were still friends.
Then came the evening when the pretense could no longer be
maintained. Doris walked in the kitchen unexpectedly and found
Paul and Florence in each other's arms. He stepped away from her
and smiled at Doris and said Florence was his second-best girL He
waited for Doris to smile back. She merely turned and stumbled
out of the kitchen.
Somehow she managed to get the dinner on the table and feed
the four youngsters. Mercifully, Ralph was out of town on that oc-
casion. It was not until Florence had left with her children and